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Chapter 1

Exhausted and stressed from another day grinding away in a cubicle Robert slumps into the chair at his home computer. Part of him thinks the last place he should be is at another desk in front of another computer, but he needs something to take the edge off and this is what he chooses, it is what he has always chosen. The computer whirs to life and within moments Robert is logged into several social media accounts, all with avatars representing a beautiful redhead. Relieved to finally let the day go he forgets about all of his problems, all of Robert’s problems, for a while. When he becomes Riley all of his worries about student loans, car payments, and keeping his dead end job drift away.

In Robert’s mind it is just a little harmless fun, roleplaying as a lesbian hypnotist, or sometimes a bisexual one, and flirting with all of the lonely submissives who, like him, are floating around in cyberspace looking for a distraction from their problems. He distracts them from theirs, and they distract him from his. In the case of the occasional male submissive it is even better, because sometimes he gets a few bucks out of it to make his real life just a little bit easier.

The first thing he does when he logs in is check his, or Riley’s, dating profiles for new messages. He is happy to see that Benji, a guy he had been talking to for about a week, had messaged him asking if he could see more pictures. For the average internet wanker that might be a problem but Robert thought himself a master of photoshop, and had a series of photos thrown together for just such an occasion.

Here are a couple of my favorite pictures, Benji boy, but if you want the really good ones, you’ll have to do something to earn them…

He fired off the message along with a couple of pictures of the woman he had chosen to represent Riley, he didn’t think it was likely that anyone would figure it out. First of all the woman in question lived in Sweden, supposedly, but beyond that her social media hadn’t been active in a couple of years. He figured the odds of an angry email accusing him of stealing photos were next to zero. He also edited them just enough that it would be hard, he thought, to catch him.

After sending out a message to Benji he jumped into a couple of chatrooms to see what was going on. There were a couple of women he was familiar with hanging around but nothing too exciting was happening. He was about to ask one of them, Tiffany, if she wanted to chat, when his computer made a sound like a bell ringing. Benji had written back.

Miss Riley:

What can I do to earn more of your beautiful pictures?

~ Benji-slave

Robert smiled at that, feeling confident that he had the guy on the hook and could make a few bucks.

We all know money makes the world go round Benji. $50 for some feet pics. $100 for something a little more special. You know where to send ~ XOXO

Benji had sent Robert twenty five dollars a couple of days before because “Riley” wanted pizza. Robert had felt a twinge of guilt the first time he had played this game, but after a few months it had come naturally to him and he was giving Benji, and others like him, what they wanted. It wasn’t like he was hurting anybody.

Another bell a few minutes later and there was a hundred dollar gift card in his email box. Sometimes, life was good. He quickly threw together some photoshopped steamy images for Benji to enjoy and went back to trolling the chatrooms for someone to roleplay with.

A couple of hours went by with nothing interesting happening and Robert was just about to turn things off for the night.  Just when he was about to call it quits a private message popped up from someone named Tiffany_Tingles.

Robert thought that it was a bit of a silly name, but that wasn’t uncommon for these chatrooms. He generally went for the generic, especially since he changed personas a lot. That night he was Ms. Riley Rules

Tiffany_Tingles: Hey! I have seen you around here before wanna roleplay?

Robert looked at the clock and figured he still had an hour or two before he absolutely had to crash. He quickly typed out a response.

Ms. Riley Rules: Sure. Are you submissive? I love to play hypno games with sweet obedient girls.

Tiffany_Tingles: I can be if that is what you want ;) Or maybe you could be submissive for me?

Ms. Riley Rules: As if! Get on your knees and show some respect. I don’t submit to anyone. You on the other hand are going to be under my control in no time.

Robert had seen this act before girls that wanted to struggle for control before giving in. It could be fun.

Tiffany_Tingles: Hmm…. but what if I could get you under my control?

Ms. Riley Rules: You can’t. But if you could then I guess I would be your slave ;) 


Tiffany_Tingles: Wouldn’t you like that? To just let go and let someone else be in charge? Just be an empty headed little playtoy for a pretty blond like me? 


Robert was typing out a glib response to that when he noticed an image was uploading. He smiled to himself. Usually he had to ask for pictures. What came through surprised him even more. A picture of a statuesque blonde with a dark tan, wearing a slinky green dress. She held her sunglasses slightly away from her face and was winking at the camera. He could scarcely believe it was really her, but then, what did he care? He wasn’t Riley either. 

Ms. Riley Rules: Well aren’t you just the prettiest girl at the party? I would love to see you slip out of that green dress, get on your knees for me and lick my slit until my juices run all over your face.

Tiffany_Tingles: OMG! I was thinking something so similar. I would love to see you kneeling before me, sliding your head UNDER my shiny green dress, and showing me that you know how to serve a superior woman properly.

Ms. Riley Rules: That doesn’t sound like something I would do at all. How do you propose we resolve this fun little standoff?

Tiffany_Tingles: Hmmm… how about I hypnotize you? That sounds like a good solution to me!

Between the picture and the rather fun flirting Robert found himself getting hard and reached into his sweatpants, gently fondling himself while he decided how to respond.

Ms. Riley Rules: Fine. But if you fail then you have to be my slave for the rest of the week.

Tiffany_Tingles: That’s fine little Riley. Because if I succeed you will be my slave for the rest of your life.

Robert felt himself harden at this, which surprised him. He did not consider himself even remotely submissive, but he did enjoy the games of cat and mouse. Besides, it was all roleplay anyway. No actual slaves were created in the making of this movie, or something like that.

Ms. Riley Rules: Bet!

Tiffany_Tingles: I was hoping you’d say that.

Robert grinned at her message and continued to stroke himself slowly under his sweatpants while contemplating how to jump into the next phase of their game. He was pretty certain she would go through some silly fake hypnosis script and he figured he would play along for a little bit before flipping things on her. She would probably like that.

Instead of saying anything though he noticed that she uploaded another file. Robert looked at it nervously but didn’t do anything. He didn’t want it to be some kind of computer virus or something.

Tiffany_Tingles: Open it and become my slave.

Ms. Riley Rules: I don’t know. What if it is some kind of computer virus or something?

Tiffany_Tingles: If I wanted to send you a computer virus I wouldn’t do it this way. You said you would play along. Just open it. If it doesn’t work I will be your slave for a week…maybe even longer. For real.

Robert thought about that and knew he shouldn’t open the file but also wondered what he could do with an actual willing slave. After a few moments his arousal got the best of him and he clicked the file.

Robert wasn’t sure what to expect, a spiral maybe, or some silly echoing voice. At first, nothing happened then suddenly his screen exploded into a miasma of flashing colors and emitted a high pitched sound. Shocked, Robert reached for the monitor to shut it off, but he never had the chance. He found his eyes drawn to the flashing, changing, colors, the sound began to pulse in his ears and everything slowed to a stop.


Chapter 2

Robert shook his head and slowly woke up, he found himself naked,  in his own bed. He rolled over and looked at the clock. The red digits said it was 2am, but it felt like he had been asleep for days. His body felt like it was running at half speed but he eventually pulled himself from the bed. It felt like he was dying of thirst. He stumbled his way through the dark apartment to the kitchen where he settled for a glass of tap water, gulping it down, filling it, and gulping it down a second time.

The water did nothing to clear his head but it did make his throat and mouth feel better. He started back through the dark apartment but stopped in the living room, the hair on his neck suddenly standing on end. Something didn’t feel right.

“Kneel, slave.” The voice reverberated through his mind and he dropped to his knees without thinking.

Nothing followed and he thought maybe he was hallucinating, but for some reason could not bring himself to get up off the floor. Sweating, he looked around, but saw nobody, and his computer was off. He must be going crazy. Still, he didn’t get up off the floor and he wasn’t sure why.

He heard a click and one of his living room lamps turned on. Robert’s jaw would have hit the floor if it were physically possible. As it was he kneeled there, mouth agape, staring at the buxom blond sitting on his couch. He recognized her from the picture early in the evening. His confused brain was trying to tell him that it wasn’t possible, but there she was. She sat, cross-legged on his couch, smiling at him. She was wearing a white leather skirt, matching boots, and a purple top.

She said nothing, and he was incapable of saying anything, though he was not sure whether it was that he was stunned or entranced. She pulled a long white cigarette holder from her purse and then inserted a dark brown cigarette before lighting it. The smell of cloves and spices almost instantly filled the room.

“You can’t smoke in here. It is against the apartment company’s policy.” Robert finally found the ability to speak, but she only chucked and took a deep drag from the long white cigarette holder.

“That won’t matter Robert, not anymore anyway.” She finally stood up and walked over to him.

Against his will he felt his manhood grow hard as he stared up at the absolutely stunning woman, who was now towering over him, smoking and seeming to be deep in thought.

“How?” He found himself asking, though he wasn’t even sure what he meant. None of it made any sense.

The woman said nothing, for a moment, just ashing her cigarette on the floor at his feet. She stared at him cooly, as if deciding what was coming next.

“How what? How am I here? Maybe I am not. Maybe this is just a figment of your imagination, or a bad dream.” She chuckled and took another drag from the clove cigarette.

The smell of the clove was enveloping him and, he was sure, permeating the whole apartment. She exhaled slowly then took one of her booted feet and pressed it against his chest, slowly forcing him onto his back. She held him there with her leg, grinding the boot in just enough to be uncomfortable but not to cause real pain.

“I’m afraid not though, Robert. I am here. This is real. I told you what would happen if I hypnotized you and I meant it.” She pressed down a little harder on his chest, looking down at him with an imperious gaze.

He couldn’t deny her power, or the effect it had on him. Despite his terror he was rock hard and completely enthralled by her presence and her beauty. He opened his mouth to say something but only more moaning came out.

“I am sure you have a lot of questions Robert. Like who am I really? And how did I find you? And what is going to happen now?” She smirked and lifted her foot off his chest. “Or maybe you don’t care about any of those questions and you are just wondering if I would let you get off, since I know how fucking horny you are.”

She was right. His cock was straining harder than he could ever remember and he wanted to cum more than just about anything.

“Go ahead. Stroke yourself.” She nodded to him before walking back to the couch and sitting back down, crossing her legs.

He began vigorously stroking himself, staring at her as he did so. As he stared at her, taking in her beauty, he tried to stop himself but was unable to do anything, it seemed, other than what she commanded. The truth was she was even more beautiful in person than she was in the picture she had sent him. As he looked her eyes locked on his and she stared at him devilishly, occasionally taking a drag from her cigarette as he stroked.

This went on for what felt like ages but was really less than a few minutes before his arm began to tire. He had never felt more aroused in his life but somehow could not cum. It felt like the harder he tried the further it was from his grasp. The whole time all he could do was stare at this gorgeous woman who seemed to have appeared out of nowhere in his apartment. Finally, sweating, aching, and his dick rubbed to a deep red he dropped his arm to his side defeated.

“Awww poor little Robert can’t finish?” She stood up and came back over to him, this time pressing one of her booted feet between his legs. “Isn’t that sad?”

He looked up at her, still aroused, maybe as much as ever, but equally terrified. Tears began streaming from his eyes, mixing with his sweat. He felt utterly defeated.

“What did you do to me?” He finally asked.

She pressed her boot a little harder into his balls, eliciting a moan from the needy, weakened, man. She then crouched down, stared him directly into the eyes and grinned. 

“You are finally asking the right questions,” she spat menacingly. “Are you sure you want to know?”

He nodded, his erection flagging as he began to realize that this was not just some fun kinky game.

“Good boy.” She purred. “I wasn’t joking with what I said online. I have made you my slave. You just don’t fully realize it yet. That is okay though. I might let you get out of it.”

“Why are you doing this to me?” Robert whined.

“Why?” She rolled her eyes. “On some level it is just because I want to. But beyond that, you played with something that didn’t belong to you and that has to be punished.”

“What are you talking about?”

“I am talking about Benji,” she said. “He is mine, in a sense. I protect him. Mainly from scammers online. He has a findom fetish that borders on unhealthy. Once I realized that I decided to protect him from women, and apparently men, who would take advantage of that.”

“I didn’t take that much.” Robert protested.

“You are right, and that is a good thing too. If you had, I might not have decided to be so gentle with you.” She purred and ran a single finger up the shaft of his cock, bringing it back to full attention with just the barest touch.

“So Robert, or should I say Riley,” she snickered, “should I keep my promise and make you my slave for life?”

“What is my other option?” He asked her, not sure he believed there was one.

She laughed and ran another finger up his cock making it ooze a droplet of precum. “Well, right now you can’t cum without my permission, so I guess you kind of already are my slave. Isn’t that exciting?”

He sighed and looked up at the ceiling, surprised and annoyed that he found that thought somewhat arousing.

“Anyway, like I said, you have to be punished. If you accept your place as my slave, the permanent loss of your freedom will be enough punishment and I think you will find that reality far more enticing, and enjoyable, than you actually realize.” She stood up and glared down at him, forcing him to look in her eyes. “If you choose not to, my permission to cum will not be forthcoming. Ever.”

“Ever?” He gulped.

“Ever.” She repeated. “I guess it might wear off eventually. Or you might find someone who can break my hold on you. But I am betting that will take awhile, if ever. And honestly, as aroused as you are, you might not want to escape that. Maybe you want to just stay endlessly aroused, wishing I would return and grant you release, or not.”

Robert hated how much that thought aroused him. It was like some kind of toxin in his veins. She said it and he immediately imagined stroking helplessly, continuously aroused, continuously waiting for her return. His eyes rolled back in his head and she laughed, knowing that no matter what, she had won.

“How did you do all of this in like two hours?” He asked her.

“Two hours? Try two days sweetheart.” She grinned. “That is how long you have been out of it. Two days of nearly constant programming. The truth is I could have just turned you into a mindless drone with no personality, identity, or thoughts of your own. But I am not like that. I am a kind, benevolent, Mistress.”

As soon as she said it  he had more thoughts, maybe memories, flooded his mind. Images of her stroking him playfully. Deepening his trance over and over again. Blowing that fragrant smoke in his face. Whispering words he couldn’t recall in his ears. Over and over. Bringing him to the edge only to take him deeper. Just thinking about it made him start to fade back into that oblivion.

“Two days under my control. And now, the rest of your life. Isn’t that right, Riley?” She grinned down at him and offered him a hand.

Something about her calling him Riley felt good, felt right to him. He had created that persona, and others like it, to fool around online, yes, but also because on some level he liked being feminine. He had always been of slight build and a little androgynous anyway. He could be Riley, her sweet, feminine, slave, and it would feel so good. Even as he had the thoughts he realized they weren’t all his, or at least not entirely his. He shook his head, trying to clear it, to no avail.

“That is what you really want, isn’t it?” She asked him as she helped him up.

“I don’t know,” he answered truthfully. “I can’t tell if I really want it, or if you made me want it, or if this is all just kind of a giant mindfuck.”

She led him to the couch and sat him down. “I am not joking. If you don’t choose to be mine you will never get my permission to cum. I won’t care what happens after that anyway. It is only fair for taking advantage of Benji the way you did.”

“Why are you doing this to me?” He asked her again, he had already come to grips with the reality of her control over his orgasms although part of him believed he could break that over time.

“Instead of answering that, let me ask you a question.” She turned to face him, and took both of his hands in hers, for the first time seeming somewhat earnest and even caring. “Do you like how you feel right now? Being under my control?”

He tilted his head as they looked at one another and it was clear to her that he was processing the question and his thoughts about it. He thought about how aroused he was at the thought of her controlling his orgasms, and how much he loved looking up at her from the floor, her boot planted on his chest. He even realized that never once had the thought to yell out for help, or even really be concerned that she was there. Yes, he was sure part of that was whatever she had done to him, but he also realized that he had been aroused, and excited, and curious the entire time.

Finally, he nodded. “I do like the way it feels.”

“Say: Mistress Tiffany, I like the way it feels to be under your control.” She smiled, but her eyes seemed to be boring into his very soul.

“Mistress Tiffany, I like the way it feels to be under your control.” As soon as he said it he felt a massive emotional release, almost as if he had been holding it in his entire life.

“I know you do. You told me as much when asked many times while I had you entranced. The truth is that if you didn’t like it I wouldn’t have pushed you this far. I would have taken Benji’s money back and a little extra and let you be.”

“And now?” Robert asked her.

“And now you are mine, just as soon as you admit it, out loud.” She pulled him closer and whispered in his ears. “Just say it, say you are mine, Riley, and your real life can begin.”

Somehow, he swooned when she called him Riley. He thought about what she was saying and realized that he didn’t know how far this could all go and that he also wasn’t sure he cared. He had never felt like this before and he wasn’t sure he ever wanted to feel anything else again.

“I am yours.” He said, and felt himself falling forward, consciousness fleeing his body, even as he finished saying the words.

The last thing he heard was her say “yes you are,” and the last thing he felt was her catching him and holding him against her soft voluminous breasts.


Chapter 3

When he woke up again Robert found himself in an unfamiliar bedroom. Everything was pink and white. He brushed his hair out of his eyes and sat up, looking around. Only after the fact realizing he shouldn’t be able to brush his hair out of his eyes.  He found that he was in the bedroom of a child, only not. It had that appearance, but where there would normally be toys there were, well, toys, but for adults and where there might normally be posters of cartoons or whatever it was children liked, there were instead posters of dominant woman all wearing leather, and massive hunky men, all of them with massive cocks exposed, also wearing leather. Some of the posters had submissive men, or sissies in them as well. It felt like he was in some alternate universe.

“Where am I?” He yelled, “what is going on?”

He didn’t know why but he suddenly felt overwhelmed and began to cry. As he lay there sobbing, Mistress Tiffany seemed to glide into the room. She was wearing a flowing white and yellow sundress.

“Sweet girl, what’s wrong?” She flounced down on the bed and gathered the sobbing slave into her arms. “I am here. Everything is okay Riley. Everything is fine.”

“Where am I?” Riley asked between sobs. As soon as he, or she, heard the name Riley she knew it was right.

“You are home dear. Well, in your new home.” Mistress Tiffany caressed her cheek. “You are safe and cared for and all you have to worry about is being a pleasing and obedient little girl. No more adult worries or concerns. Just serve me and do what you are told. Doesn’t that sound nice?”

Riley nodded, having to admit to herself that it did sound nice. Almost as soon as Mistress Tiffany said it all of the anxiety and fear she was feeling fled her body.

“What about?” She started and stopped for a moment. “What about Robert? What about friends? Job?”

Tiffany shook her head and laughed. “Riley shouldn’t worry about any of those things. Just let those silly thoughts float out of your pretty little head.”

Riley scrunched her face up for a moment, confused, but eventually let it all go. She found it hard to focus on those things anyway. Focusing on Mistress Tiffany, and how good it felt to be near her was much easier.

“That’s a good girl. Let’s get you out of bed so you can start your new life.” As Mistress Tiffany said this she threw back the covers, revealing to Riley that she was wrapped in a thick padded diaper that was held in place by some type of locking plastic contraption.

“What is–” Riley started to ask.

“It is your diaper, and you should just accept it because that is a permanent part of your new life.” Mistress Tiffany said as she helped Riley out of the bed.

Holding her Mistresses hand she waddled, the diaper made it hard to walk, in the direction she was being pulled and found herself in front of a full length mirror. Gone was the lanky boy with short brown hair, and nondescript clothing. In his place Riley saw that she had pretty auburn hair, that was down to her shoulders, with bangs that framed a pretty face that was lightly made up. In addition to the thick diaper she was wearing a metal collar which had a pacifier hanging off it from a short chain. She couldn’t tell for sure because of the diaper, but she felt that her hips were a little wider and her nipples seemed puffy too.

She turned to look up at Mistress Tiffany, asking “how long?”

“How long have you been here? How long have you been subjected to training and hypnosis, and all of my pleasure with no recollection of any of it?” Mistress Tiffany grinned. “Guess.”

Riley scrunched up her face again, wondering why she wasn’t upset about any of it. “Three weeks?” She asked, sounding almost hopeful.

Mistress Tiffany shook her head. “Try three months. Your old life is gone sweetling. You are here now with me and I promise we are going to be so happy.”

Perhaps the funniest thing was that Riley believed her. She did feel happy, or at least content, and that was something she realized she had never really felt before. She looked at the girl in the mirror and felt herself getting turned on. She realized she looked pretty. Not beautiful or sexy like Mistress Tiffany, but cute, and kind of coquettish. She put on a mock pout and realized she liked the way it looked and felt. She could feel her pee pee, get hard, and then get harder still as she wondered why that was the word that came to mind.

“I feel so different, Mistress.” She finally said.

“You are so different. But you are still you. I promise.” Again, Riley believed her.

“What happens now?” Riley asked, her voice suddenly quiet.

“Well, first, I think we should get you some breakfast, and I should explain some of the rules of your new life. Then, I think you should meet Benji.” Mistress Tiffany took Riley by the hand and led her out of the bedroom into what felt like a relatively large house.

Riley looked around in wonderment as they wandered through what was a sprawling ranch home. She was too bewildered by her new situation to really keep track but there were several bedrooms, and formal and casual dining rooms. The kitchen itself was massive and included a breakfast nook. Mistress Tiffany led her towards the breakfast nook and had her sit down in what she belatedly realized was an oversized highchair.

Before she could even say anything a thick wooden front was locked into place and she was effectively trapped. Riley looked up at Mistress Tiffany dumbfounded.

“Get used to it sweetie, this is definitely part of your life now. I wouldn’t expect a lot of personal freedom. Then again I think you will find that you won’t miss it as much as you think.” Tiffany turned and sauntered to another part of the kitchen, leaving Riley to wait, and stew in her new situation.

When she finally returned she put a bowl of oatmeal down in front of her new slave. “I assume you can feed yourself, though that might not always be the case.”

Riley looked from her to the bowl of oatmeal and back again. As she began to eat she felt her cock growing hard inside the thick diaper as she contemplated what it would mean to be made even more helpless. The thought was somehow arousing and horrifying in equal measure. As she ate, Mistress Tiffany watched with a satisfied smile.

“Good girl,” Mistress Tiffany cooed at her. “You are adjusting to your new reality so well. I think you really are going to be so happy here.”

Riley looked up at Mistress Tiffany and felt warm and happy. Everything was confusing except for that. It felt to her as if everything was fine as long as her Mistress was there and in control. She finished eating her oatmeal in silence, slowly processing how much her life had changed, while also realizing how much of it seemed shrouded by a dense fog. She had been there for three months. Her friends, her family, her job, her old identity were gone.

She felt tears coming to her eyes and looked up at Mistress Tiffany again, who was sitting there watching with a slight smile on her face as Riley worked through what she could. For her part, once again looking at Mistress Tiffany filled her with a sense of calm, the foggy memories receded and with them the anxiety and fear.

“What is it, little girl?” Mistress Tiffany finally asked her.

Riley shrugged slightly, her eyes slightly dilated, she put down her spoon. “I don’t know Mistress. It is all just so weird. What happened to my old life?”

“Don’t worry about that, sweet slave. It isn’t important. Everything that is important is right here.” Mistress Tiffany moved the bowl out of the way and released Riley from her captivity in the highchair. “Just focus on how good it feels to be under my control.”

Riley nodded slowly and let Mistress Tiffany take her by the hand and lead her back through the house. It did feel good to just let go. Mistress Tiffany took care of her. Mistress Tiffany knew what was best. Riley didn’t question where those thoughts came from. How could she, when they felt so good?


Chapter 4

Riley soon found herself being led back past the bedroom she had been kept into another room, this one full of leather furniture, cages, and the other accouterments of hardcore BDSM. As soon as she entered the room her mind was flooded with imagery, of being tied, beaten, worked over, fucked, and used in various ways. Her dick strained inside the thick padded diaper. She had no way of working out what was real and what she was imagining but she was certain she had been in this room many times over the previous three months.

“How much do you remember?” Mistress Tiffany asked, watching the wonderment and confusion cross her girl’s face.

“Not much Mistress. I can picture it, sort of. I know I have been in here, but I don’t remember. Not really.” Riley looked up at her. “Will my memory always be like this?”

Mistress Tiffany chuckled and shook her head. “Not exactly, no. You will remember everything that happens from here forward. Or almost everything anyway. But the further forward we go the more your past is probably going to disappear, or at least be really murky. You don’t need it anymore anyway, do you?”

Riley tilted her head, and squeezed her lips together in thought. “I don’t know. It is part of who I am, isn’t it?”

Mistress Tiffany hummed a little at that. “Not exactly. Your old life as Robert and who you are now are only connected in that I found you as Robert, and helped you become Riley, who you clearly wanted to become anyway. If it is important for you to remember I can help you with that. But I honestly think it might be easier for you to just accept things now, especially if you are happy with them.”

“I am happy with them, Mistress,” Riley said.

“Good. Then let’s focus on that for now.” Mistress Tiffany led Riley to a padded massage bench and patted it, instructing her girl silently.

Riley maybe didn’t remember what had happened in this room in the past, but she understood that gesture well enough and hopped up on the bench. Mistress Tiffany pressed her back down, holding her tightly to the bench and quickly trapped her wrists in cuffs.

“I don’t want to have to bind you more than that. But I will if I have to.” Mistress Tiffany looked down at her, a serious look in her eye. “I want you to accept, and enjoy what happens next.”

She turned away from Riley and looked out the door. “Benji! You can come in now. She is ready for you.”

Riley remembered the name Benji and immediately felt a tinge of shame. She didn’t remember all of the details but she knew she had taken advantage of him. She had lied, and lying was bad. She began to feel anxious about what was going to happen next but also felt like it was okay. If it was what Mistress Tiffany wanted then she wanted it too.

She did not see who entered the room but heard a slightly, but clearly masculine, voice say “Hello Mistress.”

“Hello dear Benji! You remember your old friend Riley right?” Mistress Tiffany’s voice had a teasing quality to it and Riley knew that this was all a show being put on for her benefit.

“Of course I remember, wasn’t Riley that man pretending to be a dominant woman to steal my money?” Benji’s voice hardened slightly as he said this and Riley shuddered, more out of shame than fear.

“It is a little more complicated than that dear. Riley is a sweet submissive girl who lost her way. She was never really a man. But she did make some mistakes and needs to make right on them.” Mistress Tiffany soothingly rubbed Riley’s back as she spoke. “And you’ve been so good lately that I think you deserve a reward. Would you like to be unlocked so you can use that little thing between your legs?”

Riley squeaked at this as she put together what was about to happen, but it didn’t cross her mind to struggle. This is what Mistress Tiffany wanted and she wanted to please her Mistress. 

“That sounds lovely, Mistress.” Benji said, and Riley could hear him walking across the room, followed by the click of a metal lock. “Oh that feels so good Mistress.”

“I should think so, that is the longest you’ve ever gone locked up for me and I am so proud of you.” Riley wanted to hear Mistress Tiffany have that kind of pride in her voice for her. “Two whole weeks!”

Riley could hear, and almost feel, Benji moving behind her. His crotch was so close to her she could feel the heat coming off of it, and smell the man’s arousal. She caught a sob in her throat, not wanting to disappoint her Mistress, but was suddenly truly scared of what was about to come.

“Now Riley, do you remember how much money you scammed from my boy here?” Mistress Tiffany’s voice was suddenly hard and stern, and it was all Riley could do not to cry.

“No Mistress, I don’t remember.” Riley choked out.

“Well good thing I do.” Mistress Tiffany circled her new pet and crouched down so they were eye to eye. “It was seventy five dollars. Maybe that doesn’t seem like much but it hurt Benji, it hurt even more that he was being lied to. What do you think you should say?”

“I’m sorry Benji. I lied to you and stole your money and I am so sorry. I am just a dumb girl who didn’t know better. Please forgive me.” The words poured out of Riley like a torrent and as she said them she felt all of the shame they held and realized for the first time how awful she had been and how glad she was that Mistress Tiffany had shown her the truth.

“What do you say, Benji? Do you forgive Riley?” Mistress Tiffany looked over the girl’s head and asked the young submissive standing behind her.

“I guess so, Mistress. Do I still get to use her like you promised?” He sounded pouty and Riley couldn’t tell if he was really pouting or if it was an act for her benefit.

“Of course you do!” Mistress Tiffany exclaimed, then turned back to Riley. “Don’t worry sweet girl. You are actually going to enjoy this. You may not realize it but this is going to become one of your favorite things.”

Almost as soon as Mistress Tiffany stopped talking Riley heard the squirt of what could only be lube behind her and soon after felt something press against her backside before slowly entering her. She felt herself open for him like a flower, and realized that she was being fucked for the first time. Tears streamed down her face, but she couldn’t deny that she wanted, even needed it.

Beji slowly pushed in and out of her, easing her into what was happening. She felt relief flush over her as the fear dissipated. She had been terrified that he would be rough and cruel with her but she began to wonder if that fear was only because it is how she would have once been if the situation were reversed. As Benji increased his speed she felt herself harden and began to push back into him. Her Mistress was right, she was enjoying it. More than she ever thought she could.

Mistress Tiffany grabbed her face between her hands and kissed her deeply as she was being fucked then she looked at the newly made girl mischievously. “I have a secret for you sweet girl. Do you remember how I told you that you would never be able to cum without my permission?”

Riley tried to nod at her Mistress, to let her know that she heard her, but she was so lost in the passion and lust she was feeling that she shuddered more than nodded.

“Well, Benji has suffered that same fate, though he came to it willingly. Which is going to make this very fun for me, and eventually very fun for both of you.” Mistress Tiffany rocked back on her heels, grinning.

Riley locked eyes with her new Mistress and in that moment realized she really was exactly where she wanted to be. Her old miserable life with all of its stress and loneliness were gone. She had an owner who really seemed to care about her, and maybe Benji would be important to her too. It felt so good to have his thick cock inside her.

Mistress Tiffany smiled back at her girl and nodded. As she did Benji ratched up the pace and was soon fucking Riley with wild abandon, thrusting in and out of her. Riley vaguely felt like they both should have cum by now but remembered what Mistress Tiffany had told her. She realized this could go on forever if their Mistress wanted it to.

For his part Benji was grunting and moaning as he pushed himself into her over and over again. She could not see it but he was completely lost in what was happening and in his need to cum. It was both pleasure and torture for them both, which is exactly how their Mistress wanted it.

Mistress Tiffany watched the fucking continue far longer than it would have if either had had control of their bodies. She sat back and languidly slid a finger past her panties and into her own slit, enjoying the wetness that watching her slaves had created. She had such plans for them both, Benji would get to mostly go on living his life, though always under her supervision. Riley, on the other hand, would never have a free moment again, she would be her diapered sissy, and nothing but, probably forever.

That thought, the realization that she had taken someone completely out of their old life and replaced it with this existence, brought her over the edge into her own orgasm. When it was over she smiled up at her slaves. It was time.

“Cum for me, pets.” She said loudly, with a lilt in her voice that was full of pleasure and joy.

As soon as they heard the commands they felt their orgasms bursting forth simultaneously. Beni pushed himself forward and draped himself over the bound Riley, completely exhausted, and felt his dick pulse over and over, filling the sissy for the first time. For her part Riley was overcome with the pleasure of it all and felt herself leaking helplessly all over the bondage bench, even as her insides were coated with Benji’s pleasurable release. As soon as it happened she knew she wanted to feel it over and over again.

Mistress Tiffany let them both lay there for a few minutes basking in the pleasure they had received. She then motioned for Benji to disengage from the new pet. He stood up, patting Riley affectionately as he did so.

“Thank you Mistress, and thank you Riley. I hope we get to do this again.” He said as he moved away.

“Me too,” Riley whimpered, half dazed from bliss and the first release she had experienced in months, not that she could remember any previous ones.

Mistress Tiffany cleaned Benji up with a warm cloth before locking him back in his cage. She patted his butt lightly and he left without another word. Mistress Tiffany then slid a fresh diaper under Riley and quickly taped her back up, trapping her submissive’s cum inside the newly bred sissy girl.

She then walked around and once again crouched down in Riley’s face. “Did you enjoy that?”

Riley nodded dreamily, unable to find the words to express all of her feelings.

“Good. Because this is your life now. Completely under my control, dependent on me for everything, and very often an ass, and soon a belly, full of cum.” Mistress Tiffany unstrapped her wrists. “I told you that I would make you my slave for the rest of your life and I meant it.”

Even unstrapped Riley did not get up, as she had not been told to. She was quickly realizing how good it felt to just let go of free will and accept, revel even, in her owner’s control. “Thank you Mistress Tiffany. I didn’t know this is what I really needed.”

“I know you didn’t, sweet girl. But you are home now. Your old life is gone forever.” Mistress Tiffany helped her stand up and pulled her into a tight embrace. “And just think, soon you will have pretty little breasts for me, and Benji, to play with. There are so many delights awaiting you that you never could have imagined before.”

Riley thought about what she was hearing and how exciting it was. In her mind she wondered if she had always wanted to be Riley and just didn’t realize it. Was that why she was doing all of those things? And what would her life had become if Mistress Tiffany hadn’t found her. Those thoughts quickly faded though, because her Mistress was right, that life was gone, and Riley was, for the first time ever, truly happy.”
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